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Aerial clothes. Linear, the secret gestates And Eye plunges in Timeless tapestry And Aaroor pulls out into a remote Free Beyond the fresco'd ageless mantled, gates Of azure of celestial celebates Affecting an aloof purity in spree As polytheistic milk hiding ghee As market hiding holidays and dates In immediateness of life as chance In naive dispensation from inner hues For Prime symbol curtains parent-dance Metaphysical in entoptic dues To clear life's struggle with acceptance, With indoor, silent, unemphatic Muse!
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Timeless-Become is Aaroor as Music Of chamber and Statue far standing free With climatic disproof nigh necessary For meaning and intent trans-visually thick Like flame adance on circumambient wick Missing a dark here, dominating three Times it missed by symbolic wizardry Above the purple codices of Lord's neck! If sense barriers, strive to infinity; Striving ruled out, eye the spiritual cavern; For all happenings in a divine city Are as if. agenda'd in a tavern Where light and shade diffuse refulgently On pigmented wallface as flame auburn. association of ideas is too rapid, to make sense, except to the creator and his circle. The words seem to gallop like a drunken horse that is riderless. There is a riot of words. One brings out the other by verbal association, by alliterations, rhyme, and assonance as in Anthony Burgess's "Nothing like the Sun" Without meaning to be derogatory, one can say that S.A.S. has outjoyced Joyce himself, in his pursuit along this stream of consciousness in his chase, after his own private Holy Grail.
